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crushes me to the dust? Might it not be otherwise? I am paying
the penalty of being born a German; it is the nature of the Ger-
mans that they bear heavily on everything, that everything bears
heavily on them."
"0 my friend!" cried Wilhelm, "could you cease to whet the
dagger wherewith you are ever wounding me ! Does nothing
then remain for you ? Are your youth, your form, your health,
your talents nothing ? Having lost one blessing, without blame
of yours, must you throw all the others after it ? Is that also
necessary?"
She was silent for a few moments, and then burst forth: "I
know well it is a waste of time, nothing but a waste of time, this
love! What might not, should not I have done! And now it is
all vanished into air. I am a poor, wretched, lovelorn creature;
lovelorn, that is all! 0, have compassion on me: God knows I
am poor and wretched!"
She sank in thought; then, after a brief pause, she exclaimed
with violence : " You are accustomed to have all things fly into
your arms. No, you cannot feel; no man is qualified to feel the
worth of a woman that can reverence herself. By all the holy
angels, by all the images of blessedness, which a pure and kindly
heart creates, there is not anything more heavenly than the soul
of a woman giving herself to the man she loves !
"We are cold, proud, high, clear-sighted, wise, while we de-
serve the name of women; and all these qualities we lay down at
your feet, the instant that we love, that we hope to excite a return
of love. 0, how have I cast away my whole existence wittingly
and willingly? But now will I despair, purposely despair. There
is no drop of blood within me but shall suffer, no fibre that I will
not punish. Smile, I pray you; laugh at this theatrical display
of passion."
Wilhelm was far enough from any tendency to laugh. This
horrible, half-natural, half-factitious condition of his friend afficted
him but too deeply. He sympathised in the tortures of that rack-
ing misery: his thoughts were wandering in painful perplexities,
his blood was in a feverish tumult.
She had risen, and was walking up and down the room. " I
see before me," she exclaimed, "all manner of reasons why I
should not love him. I know he is not worthy of it: I turn my
mind aside, this way and that; I seize upon whatever business I
can find. At one time I take up a part, though I have not to play

